184 a green which grows between the stars in the twinkling of
an eye.
Seeing it in this strange twilight mist Delphi seemed
even more sublime and awe-inspiring thah I had imag-
ined it to be. I actually felt relieved, upon rolling up to
the little bluff above the pavilion where we left the car,
to find a group of idle village boys shooting dice: it gave
a human touch to the scene. From the towering windows
of the pavilion, which was built along the solid, generous
lines of a mediaeval fortress, I could look across the gulch
and, as the mist lifted, a pocket of the sea became visible-^-
just beyond the hidden port of Itea. As soon as we had
installedpur things we looked for Katsimbalis whom we •
found at the Apollo Hotel—I believe he was the only
guest since the departure of H. G. Wells under whose
. name I signed my own in the register though I was not
stopping at the hotel. He, Wells, had a very fine, small
hand, almost womanly, like that of a very modest, unob-
trusive person, but then, that is so characteristic of Eng-
lish handwriting that there is nothing unusual about it
By dinner-time it was raining'and we decided to eat
in a little restaurant by the roadside. The place was as
chill as the grave. We had a scanty meal supplemented
by liberal potions of wine and cognac. I enjoyed that meal
immensely, perhaps because I was in the mood to talk
As so often happens, when one has come at last to an
impressive spot, the conversation had absolutely nothing
to do with the scene. I remember vaguely the expression
of astonishment on Ghika's and Katsimbalis' face as I
• unlimbered at length upon the American scene. I believe
it was a description of Kansas that I was giving them; at
any rate it was a picture of emptiness and monotony such
as to stagger them. When we got back to the bluff behind
the pavilion, whence ^e had to.pick our way in the dark,
a gale was blowing and the rain was coming down in

